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*Ibe merry VViues of Windfor* 


i 


nough to be the decay of lull and late- walking through the 
Realme. 

jMtfSPave. Why Sir Iohn^doe you tbinke though wee 
would haue thrull vertue out of our hearts by the head 
and fhoulders, and haue giuen our lelues without fcru- 
ple to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you oar. 
delight ? 

ford: What, a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax ? 

Ms f Page* A puft man? 

Page. Old, cold, wither’d, and of intolerable en- 
trailes ? 

Ford. And one that is flanderous as Sathan ? 

Page, And as poore as lob? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Em*. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, and 
Sackc,and Wine, and Metheglins, and to drinkings and 
fwsarings,and (tarings ? Pribles and prables ? 

Fal. W ell, 1 am your Theamc •' you haue the dart of ir.c, 
I am deieded t lam not able toanfwerthe Welch Flan- 
nel!, Ignorance it felfeis plummet ore me, vie mec as you 
Will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, wcc‘1 bring you to Windfor to one 
Mailer Broome^ that you haue cozon’d of money, to whom 
you Ihould haue bin a Pander : oucr and aboue that you 
haue fuffer’d J thinke, to repay that money will be a biung 
afiiidion. 

Page. Yet be cheerefuIlKnightuhou lhalt eat a poffet to 
night at my houfejwhere / will defire thee to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughes at thee : Tell her Mailer Slender hath 
married her daughter. 

MifcFordiBc&Qia doubt that* 

If tsinne Page be my daughter, flieis (by this ) Dodour 
;V. <.!;•• - :.v . . . ; 


Sit*. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father P*ge, 
P«j«*Sonne?Hbwhow Sonne* 
Haue youdifpatch’d ? 

-'joo. - i A 
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SUk. Difpatcb’d? lie make the bell in’Glollerlhire know 
on’t : would I were bang’d la, elle. 
page. Of what fonne? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry Miflris Arne 
Faor, and (lie’s a great lubberly boy. Ifit had not beene 
ftl* Church, 1 would haue fwing’d him, or hee fliould 
haue fwing’d me. If I did not thinke it had beene tsfme 
Page , would 1 might neuer llirrc, and’dsa PoR-mafters 


Boy. 

Page. Vpon my life then, you tookc the wrong.' 
Slen.Whax needc you tell me that ? I thinke fo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Girle : If I had beene maried to him, for 


him. 

Page.Why this is your owne folly. 

Did not I tell you how you Ihould know my daughter. 
By her garments? 

Sle*. I went to her in greenej and cried Mum, and me 
cride budgets tsfnne and I had appointed, and yet it was 
not Arne, but a Poll-mailers boy. 

M.Tage, Good George be not angry, I knew of your 
purpofc • turn’d my daughter in white, and indeedefliee 
is now with the Dodor at the Deaerie, and there 
married, . 

C<d. Vet is Millris Page : by gar I am cozoned, I haimr- 
ried oon Garfoon,a boy ; oon pclanfjby gar. A boy, it is not 
An Page,bv gar, 1 am cozened. t 

Mif.Page. Why l did you take herin white? 

- Cai. I bee gar, and ’tis a boy j be gar ile raife all 

Windfor. ~ . 

jW.Thisis Orange : Who hath got thenght Amu! 
Page. My heart milgioes me, here comes Mailer Fenton , 
How now Mallet Fenton ! 

aA**e. Pardon good father, good my motherpardon 
Page. NowMiflris; 

How chance you went not with Mailer Sitndet! 




